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And, looking, sighed; and, as she sighed, began no

Round tears to shedf that scalded as they ran,

The tender sire, who saw her blush, and cry,

Ascribed it all to maiden modesty;

And dried the falling drops, and, yet more kind,

He stroked her cheeks, and holy kisses joined:   115

She felt a secret venom fire her blood,

And found more pleasure than a daughter should;

And, asked again, what lover of the crew

She liked the best ? she answered, "One like you."

Mistaking what she meant, her pious will             120

He praised, and bade her so continue still:

The word of ** pious " heard, she blushed with

shame
Of secret guilt, and could not bear the name.

'Twas now the mid of night, when slumbers close
Our eyes, and soothe our cares with soft repose; 125
But no repose could wretched Myrrha find.
Her body rolling, as she rolled her mind:
Mad with desire, she ruminates her sin,
And wishes all her wishes o'er again:
Now she despairs, and now resolves to try;         iso
Would not, and would again, she knows not why;
Stops and returns, makes and retracts the vow;
Fain would begin, but understands not how:
As when a pine is hewn upon the plains,
And the last mortal stroke alone remains,             135

Labouring in pangs of death, and threatening

all,
This way and that she nods, considering where

to fall;

So Myrrha's mind, impelled on either side,
Takes every bent, but cannot long abide:
Irresolute on which she should rely,                       14,0

At last, unfixed in all, is only fixed to die.
On that sad thought she rests; resolved on death,
She rises, and prepares to choke her breath: